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The Feilberg Letters:
A Danish Family's Reflections on
Canadian Prairie Life
By Jorgen Dahlie
Danske Emigranter opfylder ikke altid de Krav, der stilles
til Folk i et nyt, uf.erdigt Land. Men der er meget at
gj¢re for Folk, der er i Besiddelse af Udholdenhed og jernhaard Vilje.1
So wrote Aksel Sandemose, noted Danish-Norwegian writer
and himself an immigrant to Canada in 1927. When he spoke
of iron determination and perseverance, he might well have
been describing the Ditlev and Julie Feilberg family, a small
part of whose experiences in Canada are recounted in the
excerpts which follow. Without making too extravagant a
claim for the uniqueness of any one immigrant encounter
with a new land, one is nonetheless forced to acknowledge
that each individual or family brought with them their own
special cultural and intellectual resources. A reading of the
Feilberg letters reveals that this family had a noteworthy
heritage which serves them exceptionally well in this respect.
The Feilbergs were no longer young when they came to
the sparsely settled Nokomis region of south-central Saskatchewan . Ditlev came in 1910, aged 43; Julie, 46, came a year
later with five of their eight children. Ditlev was born in 1867
in Odense, the son of the noted folklorist, linguist, and
pastor, Henning Frederik Feilberg and Louise Anna (v.
Nutzhorn) Feilberg. He spent some time in the Danish marine,
went to Chicago in 1891 and returned to Denmark in 1897. He
met Julie in Chicago and they were married there in 1892 and
their children, Eva, Niels Peter, and Anna (who did not
accompany them to Canada) were born in the United
States.2 Julie M¢rch was born in 1865 in Hiller¢d; there is
some evidence that she was a student of Feilberg, Sr. in
Askov before going to Chicago. Ditlev died in East Braintree,
Manitoba in 1944, Julie in 1953.3
Their life in Canada was not a "success" story if measured
by great material prosperity. But it was certainly so seen as a
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struggle against the fearsome odds of a harsh, unyielding
environment that seemed determined to thwart their efforts to
provide a decent life for their family . In the letters which
follow, we get some insight into the character of Ditlev and
Julie Feilberg, some sense of their concern for their children's
welfare. Henning, aged 16 when he arrived was the oldest and
proved, through necessity and his own determination, to be
indispensable to the family's survival. Marie, aged 12, and
Elisabeth, Haakon, and Nicolai, all under seven, were to have
their turn in due course.4
The letters speak for themselves: perhaps what they point
out as much as anything is the quiet strength of character,
the sense of duty, a spirit of tempered optimism-and good
humour-which pervaded the Feilberg home. These were
qualities much in demand and the Feilbergs were furtunate to
possess them.
Nokomis, SaskatchewanS
January 14, 1911
My dear friends!
On July 12 I went on board the steamship in Esbjrerg and
sailed over the Vesterhavet together with many others,
particularly young men, and I noticed almost at once that the
little pixie Cupid had sneaked on board . One of the young
girls threw her charm my way in lieu of a more worthy object.
We had good weather on the crossing; no one was seasick,
and after 30 hours sailing we arrived at Grimsby, where we
were taken in hand with another group. We crossed England
with good speed. I noticed the English countryside was clean
and richlooking. The grass was as green and fresh as one sees
only in Denmark during May. Near the towns were vegetable
gardens to cheer a farmer's heart. When the sun went down
we could see the smelter ovens glowing from all sides; soon
we sped through tunnels and over high bridges with a view of
the houses down below us, their lights gleaming like a string
of pearls under us and on every side. In Liverpool we were
lodged in fifth or sixth class hotels. We arrived one o'clock at
night and discovered in the morning that we were among
people from the world over. (blandt alle jordens folkslag)
Although there were great churches and other public
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buildings iri Liverpool the town was the filthiest place I had
ever seen and the smoke so acrid that it tore at one's throat.
Indeed, when we had gone aboard and were at anchor in the
harbour, one could not see the sun for smoke and it is easy
to believe there is never sunshine in the large English
industrial towns, other than on an occasional Sunday. The
ship we were to go with was large and well equipped, and the
food was good. Cupid, the scamp had already signed on . The
young girl , who had already indicated her infatuation for me
when crossing Vesterhavet, and who wept bitterly when she
feared our paths were diverging, met two young Norwegians
out on the Atlantic and now no longer knew me. But, listen
to what we did experience : a young woman made great fuss
over a youth, who in his predicament tried to jump overboard . Luckily the helmsman caught him and hauled him in
again . But the fellow was hardly greatful and struck the
helmsman in the face. He should not have .done that-he was
put in irons and sent back to England.
My time on board was spent chiefly in the first-class
kitchen peeling potatoes with a machine, cutting cabbages,
turnips and mushrooms, etc., to fill the stew pots.
On the 17th we had a moving and solemn divine service.
The pastor spoke of a land, which we saw as the promised
land, .and bade us remember, that should we reach it and find
good fortune, it was God's will, and in the future should we
come up against misfortune and disappointment it would be
God's love and faith that would sustain us.
On the 19th we saw Bell Island, a large rock with crevices,
from which icebergs fell into the straits, and we sailed among
the most spectacular icebergs, beautiful in the bright sun in
all the colours.of the rainbow, but withal extremely cold .
We were two days in Gulf of St. Lawrence, it was so wide
we could see nothing of the coastline. Now and then we
caught a glimpse of New Brunswick with fragments of rocks
and deep, narrow inlets marked with sawmills.
Quebec (city) is situated on the heights above the sound,
a good harbour with many ships in port. We tried naturally to
make a good impression on the inhabitants . One old fellow
emptied his fountain pen in water and had coloured his white
hair and beard to make it appear he was younger than he
was . He was unlucky with the colour-it was closer to blue.
One servant fellow who during the whole passage had worn

a

57

(underwear) shorts instead of pants and had as a consequence
had his shirt out front and back, appeared with it tucked in .
In Quebec city we were taken through customs and registered
for the sake of reliable statistics- you know, of course, that
there are three kinds of lies - white lies, black lies, and
statistics - I was taken in as a British Jew. They gave us a
name and let us go.
It was after midsummer (June 22) when I left Denmark,
but noticed from the train that spring has just started here;
the oats had not yet sprouted and the weather was raw and
cold like April at home. However, as the train moved us
further inland, the year progressed too; we made it to
Toronto, the main city, by "midsummer."
While I stayed there I took a trip around town with three
Danish girls. They were enthused by the beauty of Queen's
Park, with grass, trees, and flowers in rich profusion . From
there we rolled along through the province of Ontario, saw
the fruit orchards, with the nice rich fruit trees from which
large apple crops are sent annually to Denmark. The landscape was rocky; on fields the first fall work was underway
and the barley had started to ripen . Apparently the hay dried
without turning. The one who walked behind the hayrack had
an easy time when it came to loading. He would pull the hay
together, lift it up where two men arranged it with forks.
There was a hoist for unloading.
Our route went south of the Canadian border, through
Michigan where the wheat was ripening and Indiana where it
was clearly fall, threshing having been started in some places
and corn had reached a man's height. We went so quickly
through Chicago I never had a chance to see much . I parted
company there with some of my companions, but met two
newcomers who had travelled over on the same ship as I had;
when there are over 1400 passengers on board, it is easy to
miss one another.
The weather changed from the almost tropical heat of
Chicago; in Duluth, Minnesota, the temperature was
comfortable, and as we stayed over a few hours, I took a tour
of the surrounding mountains to look over the land . Duluth is
up on the heights, Superior on the flat on the other side of
the lake. These places are now two large towns which 20
years ago were scarcely thought of and in 20 more years, I
believe, will be the size of Chicago. There is a place for a
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railway junction, a good harbour, with upland wheat country
and that will make the future . It was a beautiful sight.
Our next stop was in Winnipeg, the capital city of
Manitoba, and we were again on Canadian soil where the
route went, so it seemed, through endless forest. In Saskatchewan we came to the billowing prairie with trees only
along the river, otherwise just sod and water holes. The main
city (Winnipeg) you can undoubtedly find in a Konversationslexikon as an insignificant spot in a flat wilderness area,
founded about 20 years ago but from where the settlers
moved when they discovered nothing would grow there. Now
the town is located in a more fertile region where all kinds of
grain crops grow to maturity. It is a fairly straight forward
system to farm here in that the farmer prepares the land in
the fall, conserves the moisture of the winter season and
disturbs the soil as little as possible in the spring. There are
now approximately 14,000 inhabitants here.
Once I had got on to the ways here I found working
conditions to be good . Then it was a matter of finding a place
and in that I was lucky too, through getting a piece of land,
though I had to build the house myself. I worked for a
farmer for $2.50 per day and learned at once how to handle
the tools and farm equipment. Here one lets the hay stand
long enough to dry, then it is cut by machine and then put in
as big· a stack as possible. This makes as good hay as one
could hope for and it is cheap too. On his own acreage one
grows wheat, and cuts hay on land which has not been taken
up or which is still under the control of the railway
companies . For the labour one can grow his own green peas,
but the prairie or buffolo grass is never wasted even if it
stands a long time. I have been able to salvage good hay late
in November.
On such a Canadian farm one sees a little bit of everything. Yesterday morning wild geese, tame ducks, horses, and
cows came in a delightful procession, while a gasolinepowered tractor followed with the noise and confusion of a
half hundred automobiles. People are here from the most
unusual places. Besides me on the farm there is a young
Englishman, once a book-keeper for his father, a wealthy
entrepreneur in England. He wanted to see the new world, got
work here and there and so the story goes . A Scot, who had
studied for the ministry took instead a position in a bank,
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then served as a mounted police in South Africa and is now
here as well. In addition we have an Irish peasant, a logger
from Ontario, who rented out his place in order to look
around more in Canada. These men can tell many remarkable
stories from all parts of the world, from charting expeditions
to the arctic for the government, about fishing on the coast
and the fishing banks, about poor roads and good, fortune
and misfortune in their separate experiences! The Irishman
was without any doubt the best storyteller.
I have now built a house and live like an ordinary farm
worker, earning enough for a living in the winter, looking
after cows, horses, and some mules for a progressive
neighbour who settled here five years ago. He is now one of
the oldest settlers here, an upstanding, good neighbour who
hopefully will be married this winter; his beloved, I trust, will
profit by this as has my wife.
Our main town Nokomis (600 inhabitants) is a typical such
town with a mayor, municipal office, 2 hotels, 2 banks, a
goldsmith, newspaper office, barber shop, 4 restaurants, tailor,
saddle maker, photographer, 2 doctors, a dentist and much
more, so you see we have civilization not more than a Danish
mile away. I live close to a station where there is as yet no
post office.
Yours,
Ditlev

Nokomis, Saskatchewan
July 12, 1911
My dear sister,
I really must say that I don't think it's right to have a
snowstorm in the middle of May. But we had one. Last year
there was a deep snowfall in the middle of June and for that
we could thank Cod for otherwise there would have been no
harvest because it was then we got the last moisture before
autumn . Last week we had white frost at night, it was cold,
but did not do much damage. The climate has been extremely
variable for the short time we have been here. As our
neighbour woman, Mrs. Ctiebel remarked yesterday : "Here we
have every kind of weather!" including snowstorm I heatI
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winds, rain, abominable dust storms, hail, lightning and
thunder, suddenly such a storm that the cellar door dances
two or three feet up in the _air, then hoar frost again followed
by sweltering heat and seldom two days the same. By this
reckoning the "healthiest climate in the world" as it is alleged
to be, is not too agreeable. But, one has to agree, there is a
lot of sunshine.
The wheat must be seeded by May 1st. When we arrived
here at the end of the month the prairie still hadn't turned
green, the rosebushes had no blossoms, nor the buffalo grass
any leaves. That's a low bush which covers the greater part of
the unbroken prairie.
You asked about water. My husband dug a well just after
we arrived and, to our great delight, we immediately got a
fresh, clear, good-tasting, liberal supply of water. The first few
days it had been necessary to carry water from a neighbour
some minutes away. You can understand how lucky we are
when I tell you that a shortage of water is the land's real
shortcoming. On large areas of land the ground is unworkable
because of the alkali. It is a white, sticky clay with salty
water, the drinking water is like Epsom Salt and is naturally
unsuitable for washing. The children get sick from drinking it.
Our own water is exceptional and we are really lucky in this
respect. The way to get a well here is to get a sandy area and
dig down until the water appears and then to put some pipe
down with a sandpoint on it. This goes down some 6-8 feet in
the ground and replenishes the water. To note just how
difficult it can be to get water here is illustrated by the
problem our neighbour had who tried to dig a well in sixteen
different locations without any luck. It is supposed to be even
·more difficult in the Province of Alberta.
And now to tell you of our stove. The one we have in our
little low cabin is almost regal : a large first-class range with a
remarkable oven for baking. You probably realize that we
have t9 make our own bread if we are to have any, indeed,
we have it so primitive here that we also make our own yeast
of vegetable mash, flour, salt, sugar, and if we aren't
fortunate enough to borrow a cup from the neighbours we
have to do without. Back in Denmark I was used enough to
baking but here things have to be prepared differently and, in
the beginning, I had a .lot of trouble and work as I
encountered one failure after another. Now I have learned
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how to do things. We also make our own butter here but we
buy whenever the cows are dry and then we are fortunate to
be able to buy from the neighbours. It costs 25¢ a pound but
it is of poor quality; at another farmer I can get it for 15¢ but
is inedible. We pay $2.25 for 100 lbs. of flour. $1 .15 for
twenty pounds of sugar and $.40 for a pound of good beans.
Henning is now at Richters. For everyone's sake I prefer
this, even though the work is extremely heavy. Richter is a
real worker, of Scots extraction, a scholar in the Old Country
and a lively, interesting individual 27 years of age, with a
pretty young wife almost 20. He tells Henning: "always jump,
never stand still, that is the way to get rich here!"
But it is not always so easy for a half-grown young man to
be on the run from five in the morning to after nine at night
without a pause, except to eat. Once in a while it is tough for
him but he goes back cheerfully and stays with the work as
well as he can.
Using our horses and a plow with a seat on it he has
ploughed the whole open field area. Richter rewards him with
his own quarters and shows great friendliness towards him
and it must be said that he gets the best of food . The place
comprises 300 acres, eight horses, three cows.
Yesterday was Elisabeth's birthday and Henning was
supposed to come over in the afternoon for hot chocolate
and cake. He didn't until eight in the evening and I told him
at once that that was wrong. Still, we set the table, brought
out the Danish flag and tried to look happy. But it happened,
as it has with so many others who have tried to have a
celebration far, far from everyone-we couldn't do it. First,
Henning put his arms on the table and burst into tears. Marie
can't bear to see anyone crying without doing the same and
Elisabeth, so sweet and fresh, cried too, I think, because her
birthday celebration was spoiled. The two little ones sat and
looked on in dispair. That day Henning had been loading hay
since early morning, the same the previous day, his hands
were swollen and stiff and he had also to do the milking.
Often he is both cheerful and active when he comes home
and I have insisted that he comes home Sunday afternoons.
He needs to get washed up and to get some extra sleep. It's
a hard school he is in but he could scarcely know beforehand
what it would be like, mere boy that he was. Richter wants to
learn Danish and reads quickly from the book, completely
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wrong, of course,while Henning almosts bursts from laughter.
Richter sings and plays unusually well and his small room fills
with song and it spills out over the prairie. One psalm he sang
I recognized and joined in with them and he immediately
began to harmonize.
Here there is unfortunately not enough work for my
husband in this neighbourhood. The last three weeks he has
been working about eleven miles from here. He leaves
·
Monday morning at four and comes home Friday afternoon. I
am alone here on the prairie with the four children and it is
not always so enjoyable. Never in my life have I been so
bruised, or so black and blue as in these past days-and everything is new and I am, if I may use the word, so ill-equipped.
Our cow is a little wild prairie type, has never been inside
before and many a time has led me and the milking a wild
chase out in the fields. She has kicked me pretty hard but I
believe I am starting to get the upper hand on her-I knock
three times under the table.
There is increasingly more blacksmith work to be done
here at home. For example, on days that my husband gets a
harrow with 118 teeth to be sharpened, he earns good
money-three cents per tooth . When he works out by the day
he earns about $2.00.
I have even been out myself. Stiebel has sown and
harrowed 10 acres for us and in return I was to help his young
wife who is totally inexperienced . I take the children with me
and while they play outside I do the inside work.
To get work horses is really a necessity and a good ox
costs $100.00. Tools, wagon, plow, machinery one can get
normally by paying over a three year period, for example, by
one-third of the crop receipts . That's the way we hope to get
our things in order.
You can well imagine that 160 acres is a big piece of land
and especially when one sees it as one whole, continuous flat
area. Last week my husband, children and I went for a trip
around the property. We got tired out by the length of the
journey and dismayed by the enormous loneliness of it all.
When we were nearly home, Haakon, who had been worn
out, cried, "Yes, we have indeed a large place in the world,
Mama!" But even one as ignorant as I am is amazed by the
land, its depth and fertility . Five years in a row one can grow
wheat, then the land lies fallow and regains its strength in a
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year and there is no such a thing as fertilizer. Flax is supposed
to pay really well but the risk is greater than for wheat as it
does not tolerate any frost. Richter thinks he will make
$3,000.00 by fall but that is the only income for the year and
one must always remember that there are such things as wind
and weather. Six years ago, when the country was first
opened up, he came here with another Scot who became
insane from the loneliness .
On the green, green, prairie there is a variegated floral
growth, right now literally millions of flowers, fragrant wild
roses, snowwhite anemones, large orange-coloured lilieseverything looks so beautiful against the green grass.
It's Friday afternoon and we have been looking for a point
on the horizon, it would by my husband but it unfortunately
looks as if he isn't coming. " I have so much to tell him! " says
Haakon, and Nicolai adds, "This is the best place to be when
Papa is home!"
Goodnight, I am tired .
Yours,
Julie

Nokomis, Saskatchewa
November 13, 1911
Well, now we have experienced the worst. The mild
weather lasted only three days, then the cold hit with
renewed strength, we had storm and swirling snow with minus
20° weather. It is a good thing we have warm bedclothes with
us from Denmark; each has his own wool blanket so we at
least are warm in bed. My husband has stopped hauling grain
and is at home to make the house weather proof. We have
now got double windows, storm door and straw around the
bottom of the house. The first winter is undoubtedly the
worst. The children have felt boots and thick, home knitted
stockings. They are unfortunately unable to go outside, and
the day is therefore long. At the moment they have set up
some boxes and are practicing jumping. Nicolai is up on a
high box, he calls half in jest and half seriously, "Mama, they
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think I'm bigger than I am and that I can jump down but I
can't!--however, I need another year" he adds. But
Haakon and Elisabeth are unyielding and virtually make him
jump down. They have made a see-saw out of a shelf and
another box. Haakon always has a rock or some object which
he fancies to be a remarkable animal. Elisabeth plays with
paper dolls, Marie helps me the most, cleans house, sews,
reads, and makes doll clothes for Elisabeth. We both are
agreed that she has really grown up. One day she said- I
should remind you it's just seven months since we left
Helsing~r and she is not yet thriteen - "it was when I was a
child that we lived in Helsing~r!" She, as well as Henning, has
steadfastly helped in this trying time and has relieved some of
my burden . I will give you an example. My husband had
managed to borrow two horses and wanted to go to town for
coal. There are countless other things to get too when one
hasn't been in a store for four months so I decided to go
along with him . It was the coldest day yet, but when one is
free one has to take advantage of the time. I fired up and left
home about ten in the morning. It is two Danish miles (14
miles) at least to drive; we had to eat while there, load up
coal , run errands, and it was nine-thirty before we came
home. Marie had watered the cows, milked, and fed the pigs.
The children were in bed, asleep and warm . She herself was
almost beside herself, threw up and cried a little. The bitter
cold always had to be taken into consideration. One must
carry out hot water to the animals otherwise it freezes, one
has to walk in the freezing snow, and the biting wind enters
into any opening. It turns dark early. If I had any idea that
the trip to town would take so long, I would never have gone,
out of consideration for the children. But it turned out all
right. The six weeks she (Marie) was at Richters, she was very
capable and his assessment of her was, "she is a good, wee
lassie!" She was up every morning at fiv'e to cook breakfast,
and what Richter was so pleased about was that when they
came home from threshing, all the hay was in for the six
horses, the cows had been fed and chickens were inside. One
thing she is proud of-she bought felt boots for Nicolaj and
herself with her own money and in addition mitts and underclothes for herself. That's the reason the children act so silly
when they run to try on their new boots. Little Nicolai provides the entertainment, I compare him to Sam Weller in the
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Pickwick Club. He is always loveable, even under difficult
conditions, dear, sweet, amusing. One Sunday, just before it
turned so cold, we went with my husband who was on the
way to pick up some scrub wheat on an abandoned farm .
Nicolai sat there wrapped up in a sheepskin coat with a red
toque on his head, looking rather alone on a bundle in the
middle of the wagon. We drove across the prairie, through a
dried up creek bed, over bumpy terrain and gopher holes, over
buffalo manure, and when we started home with eight bushels
of wheat I stood up to hold on to the sacks. It became dark
and turned colder and the wind blew until finally I thought,
"the devil with the wheat" and sat down beside Nicolai,
whose eyes were wide with terror and held the blankets
around him. He snuggled up close to me and said, "Would
that we were just born, then we would not have come this
afternoon!" A little while later "if only I was in heaven!" and
after another interval when the rain swept down, "If only I
was grown up I would storm and rage!" But when we finally
came home and had had tea and all the children were in bed
with their mother, he was happy again and ventured to say "if
you should die, Mama what then?" "Then I would bury
you, give you flowers and warm you up so you would be
happy!" From (my) father's funeral service he got the impression that burial is a kindness that one bestows on another.
Haakon goes out of his way to do like his father whom he
venerates. That he (the father) could build this whole house
without help, that he could make a pig trough that didn't
leak, and that he could make a seam from a red-hot piece of
iron,-these he sees as wonderful accomplishments.
We had papered only one day and the floor was horribly
dirty. While I was busy scrubbing it Hans remarked, "It
certainly is a mess, it's a good thing that Papa does not have
to wash it!"
Good night for this time!
Yours,
Julie
June 6, 1913
Just think, a month has gone by since I started (this
letter). Summer has come. May 17 we had a snow storm, it
lasted a day with a heavy snowfall, then summer came with
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its heat and the mosquitoes. There are myriads of them and
they are the summer's plague. In the afternoons we like to sit
outside but it is impossible on account of the mosquitoes.
We have planted and seeded in the garden; much has
come up, some has been killed by the frost but seeded anew.
The children charge out in the mornings, still drugged with
sleep to see if the seeds in their small gardens have grown.
Never did I imagine I would hear so much about sunflowers.
"Mama my sunflower has four petals now," - "Now it has
grown a little more," - "Now there is a disgusting worm that
has bitten mine," and so on. Haakon was certain that his
pumpkin had grown more during the night than was normal
but the reason was he had sat down beside the plant in the
afternoon and whispered to it: "Grow, grow, hocus pocus,
fileas! " Elisabeth calls all her flowers "daisies" because she
thinks that is what they are. None of them is yet more than
an inch out of the ground .
This (the children and the gardens) is the only thing I have
which I can call happiness - well, Christmas, but then it is
so dark and cold and different from what we remember. And
even now I can never give them even one small thing that
goes with the garden : a rake, a small watering can, or anythig
else.
During the night we had one of those frightful storms such
that it is impossible to understand how the house can stand
up to it. It seems as if each hot spell has to end with a storm
- Today it is cold . Lightning and thunder, so strong that we
shake in our beds. A terrible tragedy occurred. An old couple
a mile from here had worked and strived as pioneers must.
Last spring they built a huge barn, it had just been finished ,
and they had 11 horses, 5 cows, calves, 100 chickens, hay,
their machinery and seed - all was stored inside. Everything
burned up-the lightning struck it and they had no insurance,
only a few have it.
The old woman went crazy and her husband could not
leave. None of the neighbours came to help, people thought
it was a haystack, one of the scores which burn every
afternoon . A beautiful coalblack stallion which we all
admired, burned,-everything!
Thursday of last week Marie and I drove to town, it was
the first time since we came here that we could go together
as shoppers. Nicolai came along, the weather was beautiful.

67

The prairie was green, outstretched to our view, with
countless small, blue rush-garlanded lakes. The sky high and
mighty, flocks of white gulls shining like sunbeams in the
clear air, the view stretching out for miles to all sides, the
whole so unique and of a kind analagous to the ocean or the
endless forest. Often when I see how nice it can be here I
cast down my eyes and go sad and melancholy inside, lock
both the door and my heart.
But there are other occasions when it appears that the
curtain has been rolled up and one must lift one's eyes up
and meet the Creator's gaze through the view of nature. It
must sound far-fetched but that is the way it is here. One sees
the "all of Heaven." Little Nicolai was along, boy that he is,
talked incessantly and at one point said "Mama, I am certain
if I could see a little bit better; I could certainly see the
Angel of the Lord ." That's so suggestive. One sees so far and
wishes yet to see more.
We bought many different things but first we went to the
post office. When we saw the long parcel we thought there
would be tea in it and we didn't buy any, however there was
none, it was a package of other goods. We had a nice trip,
and we all said so when we got home. "But you went the
wrong way many times, both of you," said Nicolaj. Yes, how
is it possible to do otherwise! Once we forgot to look after
the horses and they took off across the prairie.
Sometimes Marie and I talk about a visit to Denmark. But
she says, "No, it will just be harder afterwards, there will be
new sorrow and tears. And then I will lose you and Papa!"
Times I have to think about what she and Haakon and I
scrape together and how my husband works, that it might
have been easier to make ends meet without our homestead.
But the work that has been put into it should pay, that I
hope, that I wish and must hope for.
Kind regards to you all,
Your Julie
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FOOTNOTES
1. Aksel Sandemose, "Danskeren I Canada," Danmarksposten m. 6 (June, 1928),
151. Though somewhat unsympathetic to emigration from Denmark,
Sandemose's trilogy on Danish life in Canada, Nybyggere I Alberta, September,
and Ensj,Sm_a nd gar /and, gives a balanced viewpoint, even as it reflects some
of the writer's ambivalence which eventually prompted him to leave Canada
and Denmark for Norway.
2. Eva became a teacher In Denmark, married her cousin, Paul Mach who aided
the escape of Jewish refugees to Sweden during World War II. Niels Peter was
an artist, brought up by an aunt in Hiller,sd, died in Italy in 1964. Anna married
the renowned musician Johannes Viggo Pedersen who was the organist In the
Grundtvig Church. Henning was also born in the United States and was 16 at
the time of his arrival in Nokomis.
3. Ditlev's death from appendicitis came about because there was no road open in
the winter to the farm in East Braintree, some 60 miles from Winnipeg.
4. Henning enlisted for service in both World Wars. In 1939, he was the 701st
volunteer in Canada to join up, despite being 45 years of age and was in the
Seaforth Highlanders five years. A number of his letters from World War I are in
the Feilberg collection. Marie married a J,Srgen La Cour, son of a well-known
Danish editor. Elisabeth attended normal school in Saskatoon in 1924, taught in
the Nemeha School near Nokomis, later married a Swedish farmer, Per Arvid
Sundquist and lives now near Watrous, Saskatchewan. Haakon and Nicolai are
on the Feilberg farm in East Braintree where they have a successful strawberry
business. Haakon met with a logging accident In the 1950s, Is now a paraplegic
but has himself been working on an account of the Feilberg family in Canada.
5. All of the letters were sent from Nokomis. The East Braintree letters are in
manuscript form in Aalborg. It is not clear to whom the letters were addressed in
all instances: many went to Feilberg, Sr., some to Julie's sister, others to her
children and to Ditlev's sister as well.
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BIBLIOGRAPHIC NOTE
I have consulted a number of documents and sources, including personal letters
and interviews, in working with the Feilberg letter collection. First, I wish to acknowledge the generous assistance of Henning Feilberg of Vancouver, for permission to
examine the family notebook in his possession. It provided a number of important
details in the Family's experiences in Canada and Denmark. Similarly, I am
indebted to Johanne Margrethe Lervad, Askov, Denmark, a longtime family
acquaintance and correspondent of Henning's who helped to collect the material
for the notebook. Elisabeth Feilberg Sundquist of Watrous, Saskatchewan, kindly
provided a sketch of her shcool experiences during the 1920s both as student and
teacher. Kristian Hvidt called my attention to his citation of Julie Feilberg's letters in
Danes Go West. During my stay in Aalborg in June, 1976, I was greatly assisted by
the late Helger Bladt and Inger Bladt and given access to the manuscript sources of
Ditlev and Julie Feilberg's correspondence in the Udvandrerarkivet.
The Feilberg letters were published originally by Gyldendalske Boghandel
Nordisk Forlag in two volumes, De Deroure (1912), and Hjemliu Paa Prairien
(1917) and later in a single volume, Hjemliu Paa Prairien De Deroure En Raekke
Breue Fra Canada (1927), and were collected by H.F. Feilberg (1831-1921). A
copy of the 1927 edition is in the Public Archives of British Columbia.
For details of the life of H.F. Feilberg I have consulted the Dansk Biografisk
Leksikon, vol. Vl, 616-619 and Marius Kristensen's preface to H.F. Feilberg's
Dansk Bondeliu Som Det i Vore O/deforCJ?ldres Tid Ff)rtes Naunlig i Vestjyl/and
(Copenhagen: G.E.C. Gads Forlag, 1952).
Information on the town of Nokomis, Saskatchewan can be found in Edythe
Humphrey, Nokomis The Junction Town (Nokomis: Wreford Homemakers Club,
n.d. 1955?) and Wrigley's Saskatchewan Directory (1921-1922). I interviewed a
number of people there September 19 and 20, 1975. See note 32 p. 257 in H.
Palmer, ed. The Settlement of the West (Calgary: Comprint Publishing Company,
1977) and my chapter in ibid., "Scandinavian Experiences .. . ," 102-113, when I
initially identified the Ditlev Frederiksen family by the pseudonym used by
Feilberg, Sr.
Succeeding letters will be published in future issues.
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